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Wliile she shall keep, and lose when she shall lose
For very love's sake ?

Mary Beaton.           This I cannot tell,

Whence I do know it; but that I know it I know,
And by no casual or conjectural proof
Not yet by test of reason \ but I know it
Even as I know I breathe, see, hear, feed, speak,
And am not dead and senseless of the sun
That yet I look on : so assuredly
I know I shall not die till she be dead.
Look, she is risen.

Enter the QUEEN, supported by attendants.

Queen.                  What word was in your lips ?

That I must die ?

Mary Seyton.        Heaven hath not such hard heart
Queen.    I think I shall not, surely, by God's grace ;
Yet no man knows of God when he will bring
His hour upon him.    I am sick and weak.
And yet unsure if I be whole of mind.
I think I have been estranged from my right wits
These some days back ; I know not Prithee tell me,
Have I not slept?    I know you who you are ;
You were about me thus in our first days,
When days and nights were roseleaves that fell off
Without a wind or taint of chafing air
But passed with perfume from us, and their death
Had on it still the tender dew of birth.
We were so near the sweet warm wells of life
We lay and laughed in bosom of the dawn